THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

asked him how he liked being an innkeeper his face fell
again. The villagers were a good lot but the visitors
for meals were all wrong.

"Why?" I asked.  "Are they noisy?"

"Oh no, it's not that; it's simply that they won't take
the slightest interest in their food. Here am I, keen
about cooking and liking cooking myself, prepared to
give 'em a variety of soups, fish, omelettes, vegetables,
but I have given up asking 'em. They all demand hot
roast beef, baked potatoes and cabbage."

"Never anything else?"

"Cold roast beef, sometimes." His eyes gazed absently
out of the window as those of Zoo camels seem to gaze
at lost desert sands. His thoughts had gone back to
jungle, nullah and dak-bungalow, and curries he would
never see again.

"It's annoying," he protested, "to find the newspapers
always going for the food in inns when it's all the public's
fault."

This was a new point of view to me, but on the whole
I could not think of the country as being full of hotel-
keepers passionate about cuisine and reduced to despair
by a dull public which daily and mechanically demands
beef and would feel lost without the smell of cabbage;
however, it was no good arguing with one .of the
redeemed.

After lunch and coffee I said good-bye, and went down
to the farm to recover the horse. The field was too large,
the grass too good, his companions too congenial. Later
on he was out twice in smaller fields and was as docile
as a lamb; but here, with a rich prairie around him, he
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